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up his schedule, but if he'd said so quietly I could have straightened out his heavenly time-table so that there would have been no collision between trains of prayer. But no, instead of that, he slams the doors of his church in our visiting faces, and, in act at least, tells us to go to — what's that polite word now that means h—? What — what do you call it shed? Shucks! that word won't become popular — hasn't got any snap to it! ^ Well, the boys were mighty blue, they thought the visit was off. But I got 'em into the armory, and I said, what amounted to this, I says: 'This visit ain't off; Boston is right as a trivet, and wants us! We ain't bucking against the city, but against that sanctified stingyike who don't want anyone in heaven but his own gang; but you see here, when the Ninth Regiment wants to pray, I'm d—d if it don't do it. Who cares for that church, anyway, where you'd be crowded like sardines and have your corns crushed to agony! We'll go to Boston, boys, and we'll praise the Lord on the Common, if they'll let us, and if they won't, we'll march out to the suburbs and have a perfect jubilee of prayer!' And what do you think," he cried, grinning like a mischievous boy, as he twisted the long, waxed ends of his mustache to needle-like points, " what do you think — we prayed out of doors, with all female Boston and her attendants looking on and saying amen; and, oh, by George! I sent a man to see, and ' stingyike's' church was nearly empty! Ha! ha! I tell you what it is, when a New York soldier wants to pray, he prays, or something gives!" After that he was Jubilee Jim.
His growing stoutness annoyed him greatly, yet he was the first to poke fun at what he called his " unmili-tary figure." One evening I said: " Mr. Fisk, I'm afraid you have cast too much bread upon the waters; it's said to ^be very fattening food when it returns ? "
"Well, I swan!" he answered, "I'll never give another widow a pass over any road of mine — whether she's black, mixed, or grass, for that's about all the bread-casting I do/'